PRIVATE   LIVES                 ACT I
ELYOT : Hurry.
Elyot saunters down to the balustrade. He looks
casually over on to the next terrace, and then out at the
view. He looks up at the moon and sighs, then he sits
down in a chair with his back towards the line of tubs,
and lights a cigarette. AMANDA steps gingerly
on to her terrace carrying a traj with two champagne
cocktails on it. She is wearing a charmingly simple
evening gown, her cloak is flung over her right shoulder.
She places the tray carefully on the table, puts her cloak
over the back of a chair, and sits down with her back
towards ELYOT. She takes a small mirror from her
handbag, and scrutinizes her face in it The orchestra
downstairs strikes up a new melody, 'both ELYOT
and AMANDA give a little start. After a moment,
ELYOT pensively begins to hum the tune the band is
playing. It is a sentimental, romantic little tune.
AMANDA hears him, and clutches at her throat suddenly
as though she were suffocating. Then she iumps up
noiselessly, and peers over the line of tubs. ELYOT,
with his back to her, continues to sing obliviously. She
sits down again, relaxing with a gesture almost of
despair. Then she looks anxiously over her shoulder
at the window in case VICTOR should be listening, and
then, with a little smile, she takes up the melody
herself, clearly. ELYOT stops dead and gives a gasp,
then he jumps up, and stands looking at her. She
continues to sing, pretending not to know that he is
there. At the end of the song, she turns slowly, and
faces him.
AMANDA :  Thoughtful of them to play that, wasn't
it?
ELYOT (in a stifled voice):  What are you doing here ?
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